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Wend*  Seabreeze 


MY  WONDERFUL  WORLD 
by  Wendi  Seabreeze 
California  Correspondent 

I have  come  to  guide  you 
through  an  enchanted  odyssey,  that 
may  forever  lift  your  awareness 
towards  the  way  you  act,  feel  and 
dress.  But  before  I attempt  to 
transform  you  into  a lovely  girl 
from  the  inside  out,  you  must  first 
travel  back  in  time  with  me  to 
learn  who  and  why  I am.  During  this 
learning  experience  you  may  unfold 
onto  your  own  yellow  brick  road, 
which  will  take  you  anywhere  you 
want  to  go. 

Genesis . . . 

A white  sheet  fell  across  the 
colors  of  my  dreams.  I laid  in  bed 
in  a cataleptic  cold  sweat,  just  a 
young  boy  of  three  in  Akron,  Ohio, 
this  whiteness  in  my  mind  that  had 
swallowed  up  my  dreamy  thoughts, 
was  joined  by  two  black  spherical 
shapes.  These  strange  vibrating 
balls  were  like  opposing  poles  of  a 
magnet,  being  pushed  together  by  an 
unseen  force.  There  was  a low  hum 
like  aum  circling  ground  the  inside 
of  my  cranium.  Closer  and  closer 
the  balls  neared  each  other,  but 


the  closer  they  got  the  further 
they  would  seem  to  get.  I was  aware 
of  my  paralysis  as  I tried  to  call 
out  to  mommy,  but  my  jaw  was  like 
stone.  An  eerie  vastness  fell  over 
the  entire  room.  My  mind  became  the 
room,  the  room  became  my  mind.  My 
sister's  doll  winked  at  me.  I be- 
came the  doll  then  fell  through  the 
mattress  I laid  on.  I hit  the  tile 
floor  and  bounced  back  up  through 
the  bed,  floating  and  rocking  from 
side  to  side.  In  the  pretty  doll's 
clothes  I flew  within  the  confines 
of  my  room,  it  seemed  to  grow  and 
swell  and  breathe.  I reached  out 
for  my  mommy  through  the  wall  and 
screamed,  "Don't  do  it,  please 
don't  do  it!"  She  was  cutting  up 
the  garden  hose,  too  busy  to  hear 
or  see  me.  I landed  back  in  bed 
under  the  doll's  dress.  It  was  very 
soft  and  changed  colors,  from  lav- 
ender to  pink,  to  pastel  yellow. 
But  then  the  sun  peeked  through  the 
curtains  and  I awoke  from  this 
apparent  nightmare  with  a sweet 
sensation.  The  doll  that  sat  on  my 
sister's  dresser  seemed  to  be 
smiling  at  me.  Yet,  I was  too  young 
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to  even  wonder  what  had  just  hap- 
pened. I shall  remember  this  morn- 
ing forever. 

When  I awoke,  my  sister, 
brother  and  I wandered  out  into  the 
kitchen.  My  sister  Julie  grabbed  a 
chair  so  we  could  get  down  the 
Cheerios  from  the  cupboard.  We  took 
the  box  and  went  and  sat  in  front 
of  the  black  and  white  television 
set,  watching  Sky  King  and  the  Lone 
Ranger.  Mommy  never  came  out  of  her 
room.  We  searched  the  entire  house, 
but  there  was  no  mommy.  I opened 
the  door  to  the  garage  and  saw  her 
sitting  in  the  car.  She  was  white 
and  blue  and  green.  Stuff  flowed 
from  her  nose  and  mouth.  Julie  came 
there  and  saw  her,  too.  When  she 
opened  the  car  door,  mommy  fell  out 
dead  on  the  concrete  floor.  The 
garden  hose  I saw  earlier  in  my 
dream  was  attached  to  the  tail -pipe 
of  the  car.  Julie  ran  to  the  house 
next  door.  Then  I culd  hear  a siren 
far  away,  and  saw  bright  red  lights 
spinning  on  top  of  a large  car.  I 
blocked  this  all  behind  my  sorrows, 
as  I stood  on  that  sidewalk  that 
foggy  morning. 

Then  there  came  a man  from 
California,  our  father.  He  took  my 
sister,  brother  and  I on  a plane 
ride.  Then  there  was  another  lady, 
our  step-mother  and  bitch  who  did 
not  want  or  love  us.  And  there  was 
another  boy  and  baby  brother.  After 
that  a blankness  fell  over  my  mind 
for  three  years. 

One  day  I was  accused  of  going 
poo-poo  on  the  toilet  seat.  Step- 
mother whipped  me  with  a belt,  put 
diapers  and  rubber  pants  on  me, 
then  sent  me  to  bed.  There  I laid 
in  bed  with  only  the  diaper  and 
rubber  pants  on,  much  too  old  to  be 
wearing  them.  The  sun  was  still 
shining  and  I could  hear  the  other 


kids  playing  outside.  I wanted  to 
play,  too,  but  was  being  punished 
for  something  I didn’t  do.  the 
whiteness  again  fell  across  my 
mind,  and  those  opposing  forces 
came  into  view,  it  was  like  nega- 
tive and  positive,  boy  and  girl, 
good  and  bad,  sane  and  mad. 

The  Division... 

From  the  depth  of  one  of  the 
spheres  came  a light  and  twinkling 
eyes.  There  came  the  doll  who  was 
dancing  to  the  harmonies  of  heaven. 
She  was  dancing  to  the  music  from  a 
world  beyond  death,  that  is  more 
beautiful  than  any  earthly  sound.  I 
was  not  in  a dream,  but  in  an  ec- 
static state  of  mind.  Was  it  the 
doll  that  gave  me  joy,  or  the  feel 
of  the  diaper  and  rubber  pants?  A 
pleasant  fire  burned  within  my  now 
cataleptic  form.  The  doll  sung  to 
me  in  the  sweetest  voice  that  has 
ever  been  heard  by  any  ears.  She 
sung  "Roddy,  I will  care  for  you, 
protect  you  and  love  you,"  over  and 
over  again.  Then  I was  in  the 
doll's  clothes  out  on  the  street  as 
a girl,  playing  tag  with  the  other 
kids. 

"You're  it,  Valerie!"  a boy 
yelled  as  he  tagged  me. 

"Valerie  can't  catch  us,  Vale- 
rie can't  catch  us!"  All  the  kids 
yelled,  as  I chased  them  around  in 
that  lavender  silky  dress,  covered 
with  a cute  pattern  of  little  white 
hearts.  A cool  breeze  blew  up  my 
dress  to  expose  the  rubber  pants  I 
was  still  wearing.  All  the  kids 
laughed,  Valerie  disappeared,  and  I 
found  myself  as  Roddy  staring  up  at 
the  ceiling  above.  So  who  was  Vale- 
rie? Where  did  she  come  from?  And 
where  did  she  go?  Did  she  go  back 
into  the  sphere  to  disappear  into 


the  whiteness?  Yes!  But  only  for  a 
short  while.  For  I believe  it  was 
the  same  year  (1960)  that  she  reap- 
peared again.  This  time  she  got  me 
into  some  real  embarrassing 
trouble. 

It  was  a dark  and  rainy  day. 
All  of  us  kids  were  stuck  inside 
the  house  playing  hide-and-seek. 
Dad  was  in  the  garage  working  on  a 
project,  step-mother  was  at  work. 
As  my  older  brother  James  was  coun- 
ting in  the  bathroom,  Julie  and  I 
ran  off  to  her  bedroom  and  hid  in 
the  closet.  I can  remember  a petti- 
coat hanging  along  with  some  of 
Julie's  other  pretty  dresses.  The 
fabrics  all  around  me  felt  wonder- 
ful as  I stood  in  between  them. 
Somehow  the  darkness  of  the  closet 
disturbed  me.  Then  the  closet  began 
to  breathe  as  Roddy  disappeared. 
Then  I,  as  Valerie,  grabbed  reality 
and  immediately  wanted  to  get  dres- 
sed in  those  lovely  clothes. 

"Let's  play  dress-up,  okay?" 
Valerie  asked  Julie. 

"You  want  to  wear  my  clothes?" 
Julie  asked  with  an  odd  look. 

"Sure,  why  not?  I am  your 
sister,  right?"  Valerie  answered 
much  to  Julie's  surprise.  They 
opened  the  doors  to  the  closet  so 
they  could  see  all  of  Julie's  nice 
things.  The  other  boys  came  into 
the  room  still  playing  hide-and- 
seek.  But  Valerie  chased  them  away 
saying  she  and  Julie  were  going  to 
play  by  themselves.  After  they 
left,  Valerie  started  to  go  through 
the  drawers  with  Julie. 

"Here,  Roddy,  put  on  these 
panties  and  slip,"  Julie  said. 

As  Valerie  was  taking  down  her 
pants,  getting  ready  to  get  dres- 
sed, she  remarked,  "I’ll  love  wear- 
ing these,  but  Julie,  I am  njt  Rod, 


my  name  is  Valerie." 

"Okay,  then,  Valerie,  whatever 
you  say,"  Julie  replied  with  a 
smile.  Because  my  sister  was  two 
years  older  than  me,  she  was  wise 
enough  to  know  that  Roddy  was  just 
funnin'  her  about  being  named  Vale- 
rie. But  the  truth  was,  Valerie 
wasn't  Rod.  She  had  a personality 
all  her  own.  But  this  went  unnot- 
iced for  many  years. 

They  spent  the  whole  afternoon 
playing  with  Julie's  dolls  and 
dresses.  Luckily  for  Valerie,  they 
were  about  the  same  size,  so  all 
the  clothes  and  shoes  fit.  Valerie 
finally  found  her  favorite  dress, 
it  was  a pink  chiffon  princess 
dress  with  a sweetheart  neckline 
and  long  puffy  sleeves,  with  white 
satin  lace  trimmings.  The  skirt  ahd 
four  tiers  and  was  very  flowy.  She 
wore  a sequin  trimmed  scarf  to 
cover  up  her  short  hair.  Then  Julie 
put  on  the  final  touches.  She  put 
on  Valerie  a pair  of  white  croched 
gloves,  a pretty  pearl  necklace,  a 
little  blush  on  the  cheeks,  some 
pink  lipstick,  and  a pair  of  velvet 
white  shoes  with  a large  pink  bow 
on  them. 

"Now  look  at  yourself,  Roddy, 
I mean,  Valerie.  You  look  lovely!" 

"Oh,  yes,  I am!"  Valerie  said 
with  a gleam  in  her  eye.  "You're 
very  pretty  too,  Julie,  in  your 
bridesmaid's  gown." 

Somewhere  around  that  time, 
dad  opened  the  door  to  the  bedroom. 
I really  can't  remember  the  look  on 
his  face,  but  I remember  what  he 
said. 

"Oh!  I didn't  know  there  were 
two  girls  in  this  family." 

Then  he  yelled,  "Come  here, 
boys,  get  a look  at  your  brother!" 

When  they  came  in  and  saw  me 


all  dressed  up  like  a girl,  a loud 
roar  of  laughter  broke  out.  This 
frightened  Valerie,  leaving  Rod 
there  in  a state  of  shock.  I remem- 
ber looking  around  the  room  at  my 
sister’s  clothes  laid  out  all  over 
the  place.  I was  Roddy  again,  and 
very  bewildered  by  how  I got  to  be 
like  this.  I hadn't  remembered 
getting  into  Julie's  dress,  it  was 
like  a form  of  amnesia.  When  Vale- 
rie took  over,  Roddy  didn't  remem- 
ber anything  that  had  taken  place. 
But  there  I was,  all  decked  out  in 
that  pink  dress  and  crying  as  my 
younger  step-brothers  chanted, 
"Roddy  is  a sissy,  Roddy  is  a sis- 
sy, Roddy  is  a sissy!" 

I quickly  started  pulling  my- 
self out  of  the  dress,  trying  to 
rip  it  off  me.  But  dad  stopped  me 
and  said,  "No!  You  stay  in  that 
get-up  for  awhile.  I want  your 
mother  to  see  this,  my  little 
fairy." 

My  older  brother  didn't  call 
me  any  names,  and  he  came  into  our 
bedroom  and  sat  by  me  on  the  bed  as 
I cried.  I knew  when  the  bitch  got 
home  from  work  I would  get  a whip- 
ping. James  tried  to  comfort  me  as 
he  said  in  a sincere  tone  of  voice, 
"Don't  worry,  everything  will  be 
okay.  Yeah,  you  do  make  for  a nice 
girl." 

I turned  over  and  looked  at 
him.  He  had  a kind  of  smile  that  I 
had  never  seen  before.  The  pink 
dress  had  gathered  up  around  my 
waist  showing  the  lacy  panties  I 
wore.  As  I tried  to  pull  the  dress 
back  down,  James  helped  me.  His 
hand  rubbed  across  my  legs,  and 
when  it  did  I passed  out  or  some- 
thing. I never  remembered  step- 
mother coming  home. 

From  that  day  on,  I was  always 
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called  the  sissy  or  fairy  or  little 
girl.  The  other  kids  in  the  neigh- 
borhood had  found  out  what  had 
happened  in  Julie's  bedroom.  Be- 
cause of  that,  things  really  start- 
ed to  mount  up,  and  I thought  I was 
going  to  explode.  Seriously,  I 
thought  something  was  mentally 
wrong  with  me,  because  I had  lost  a 
lot  of  time.  Julie  had  once  called 
me  Valerie.  When  she  did,  I asked 
her  why.  then  she  told  me  all  about 
what  had  happened  in  her  room.  I 
tried  to  explain  to  her  that  Vale- 
rie was  only  a doll  in  my  dreams. 
Well  now  I know  she  wasn't.  To  this 
day  I can  only  remember  a few 
things  when  I was  Rod.  I can  remem- 
ber more  of  what  occurred  when  I 
was  Valerie.  And  right  now,  I am 
neither ! 

I must  have  been  about  six 
when  I first  put  on  that  dress.  But 
like  I said,  I was  Valerie,  not 
Rod.  The  essence  of  who  I am  today 
is  the  sum  total  of  Valerie,  Janet 
and  Vicky.  Each  with  their  own 
lives,  manners  of  speech,  atti- 
tudes, desires,  etc.  Each  of  these 
girls  dealt  with  the  fact  they  were 
in  a guy's  body  in  their  own  unique 
way.  I know  a lot  of  you  reading 
this  feel  like  you're  a girl  trap- 
ped in  a man's  body.  As  long  as  you 
can  stay  conscious  of  what  you  are 
doing,  and  don't  disassociate  from 
the  world  around  you,  you  will 
remain  sane.  In  many  discussions 
I've  had  with  trasvestites  and 

transsexuals,  I have  heard  many  of 
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them  say  they  felt  like  they  were 
going  nuts,  because  they  had  a hard 
time  dealing  with  their  identity. 
But  when  they  learn  about  Rod,  they 
feel  much  better.  At  least  they  can 
enjoy  getting  dressed -up  without 
losing^  consciousness.  But  let  me 


not  get  too  far  ahead  of  myself. 
This  is  a field  of  thought  to  be 
left  for  later.  So  back  to  Valerie! 

Suffering  and  Delight. . . 

Every  day  Rod  was  affected  in 
some  way  or  another  by  his  female 
counter  part.  Because  his  friends 
teased  him  constantly,  it  became 
'impossible  for  him  to  have  any  fun. 
Even  one  of  Rod's  teachers  at 
school  would  patronize  him.  His 
step-mother  would  make  him  do  all 
thfe  dishes  after  each  meal,  do  all 
the  laundry,  clean  the  bathrooms, 
and  make  the  beds  everyday.  He 
became  a slave  to  the  family,  and 
much  to  his  disliking. 

When  fishing  trips  came 
around.  Rod  was  left  at  home  with 
Julie.  Even  his  dad  tormented  him 
and  treated  him  as  a girl.  Julie 
liked  the  idea  that  Rod  was  treated 
this  way,  because  she  liked  having 
a sister.  She  really  started  to  see 
that  Rod  and  Valerie  were  not  the 
same. 

When  it  was  time  for  Rod's 
whippings,  it  wasn't  his  father 
that  would  do  it,  but  his  step- 
mother. One  thing  she  never  knew 
was  that  the  belt  didn't  hurt.  For 
a mental  mechanism  was  at  work  in 
Rod's  mind  that  made  him  impervious 
to  pain.  Also  to  further  Rod's 
punishment,  he  was  made  to  dress  as 
a girl  and  come  to  dinner  this  way. 
The  family  never  knew  that  at  these 
times  Valerie  would  take  over,  and 
enjoy  every  minute  of  the  punish- 
ment. The  only  thing  that  would 
frustrate  Valerie,  was  that  she 
could  never  get  anyone  but  James 
and  Julie  to  call  her  by  that  name. 
The  rest  of  the  family  would  always 
call  her  sissy,  fairy  or  faggot. 


Like  when  she  was  coming  down  the 
hall  to  the  dinner  table  all  dres- 
sed up,  her  step-mother  would  say 
something  like,  "Look  how  pretty 
Roddy,  our  little  sissy,  looks 
tonight!" 

Valerie  also  started  to  become 
a little  show-off  at  times.  Like 
when  she  was  coming  down  the  hall, 
and  knew  everyone  was  watching,  she 
would  move  her  entire  body  in  the 
cutest  way,  that  James  would  get 
tumed-on.  Because  I remember  being 
Valerie,  I know  I felt  like  Julie 
was  my  sister.  But  my  attitude 
towards  James  was  different.  I 
didn't  fell  like  he  was  my  brother. 
And  I am  not  sure  if  this  was  my 
doing,  or  that  the  feelings  James 
had  towards  me  was  the  cause  of  the 
puppy  love.  I remember  times  at  the 
dinner  table  when  Valerie  would 
play  footsies  with  James. 

One  thing  that  Valerie  also 
loved  but  Rod  hated  was  the  taking 
of  pictures.  Rod's  dad  was  an  ama- 
teur photographer  with  a motion 
picture  camera.  Back  in  the  six- 
ties, the  equipment  was  quite  prim- 
itive compared  to  the  video  age  of 
today.  But  the  effect  was  the  same. 
Rod's  dad  while  have  his  fun,  would 
have  Rod  (well,  he  thought  it  was 
Rod,  but  of  course,  it  was  Valerie) 
get  all  dressed-up  in  a newly 
bought  wig  and  one  of  Julie's  dres- 
ses. He  set  up  a kind  of  stage  in 
the  living  room  with  bright  lights 
(which  were  needed  at  the  time) . 
Then  he  would  direct  Rod  to  jump 
out  from  behind  a partition  into 
the  view  of  the  camera.  There 
Valerie  would  do  either  a cute 
little  walk  or  just  turn  around 
like  she  was  modeling  the  dress. 
Then  she  would  jump  behind  the 
partition  again,  and  her  father 
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would  turn  off  the  camera.  Julie 
would  help  Valerie  into  another 
dress  in  her  room,  and  when  the 
camera  was  switched  on  again,  she 
would  jump  back  out.  After  going 
through  Julie's  complete  wardrobe, 
you  had  the  effect  that  Valerie  was 
changing  really  fast  behind  the 
partition.  I have  to  say  the  effect 
was  very  impressive,  and  I would 
recommend  it  for  anyone  who  would 
like  this  kind  of  fun. 

Rod's  father  was  sometimes 
even  more  imaginative  than  just 
this  simple  stunt.  He  would  also 
show  a picture  of  Julie  standing 
side  by  side  with  Rod  in  his  boy 
clothes.  By  freeze  framing  he  would 
have  the  dress  flash  off  of  Julie 
onto  Rod,  and  Rod's  clothes  flash 
onto  Julie,  the  worst  part  about 
all  this,  was  that  Rod’s  dad  would 
show  these  films  to  almost 
everyone.  And  everyone  thought  Rod 
as  Valerie  was  cuter  than  Julie, 
worse  yet,  for  sheer  mental  tor- 
ture, Rod  was  forced  to  sit  through 
these  showings  of  the  films,  while 
friends  watched  and  teased  him. 

Then  there  were  birthdays , 
which  were  always  a special  time  of 
year  for  any  kid.  Except  for  Rod 
when  he  was  eleven  years  old.  He 
was  hoping  to  get  a skateboard,  but 
what  he  got  was  another  form  of  his 
parent's  mental  abuse.  Like  any 
birthdays,  they  create  a time  when 
you're  not  around  so  they  can  set 
up  the  presents.  This  is  what  was 
done  for  Rod.  When  he  came  into  the 
room  there  many  presents  for  him, 
and  dad  with  his  camera. 

"Open  this  one  first!"  His 
step-mother  ordered. 

When  he  did  he  found  a beauti- 
ful baby  blue  dress,  with  a high 
frilly  collar  and  delicate  lace 


trimmings  all  over.  He  was  shocked 
that  his  parents  would  treat  him 
this  way.  Everyone  got  a good 
laugh.  Rod  ignored  that  present 
and  went  on  to  another.  But  the 
next  one  was  a pink  mohair  sweater. 
Again  everyone  got  a good  laught. 
Rod  threw  it  down  and  ran  down  the 
hall.  But  before  he  got  into  his 
room  Valerie  took  over.  She  went 
back  into  the  livingroom  and 
continued  to  open  all  the  presents. 

Yes!  I had  so  much  fun  that 
day.  I finally  had  some  clothes  of 
my  own.  Two  pairs  of  cute  shoes,  a 
slip  and  petticoat,  some  pancies, 
the  sweater  that  was  so  soft  and 
lovely.  I got  four  really  pretty 
dresses,  some  barrettes  and  jewel- 
ry. What  I remember  loving  most  of 
all  was  a pearl  studded  shoulder 
strapped  purse.  Wow,  it  was  so 
beautiful.  What  made  it  more  beau- 
tiful was  that  it  was  from  James.  I 
really  don't  believe  it  was  meant 
as  a joke,  because  when  I opened 
the  package  and  thanked  him  for  the 
lovely  purse,  a special  kind  of 
love  flowed  between  our  hearts. 

My  parents  were  shocked!  Rod's 
first  reaction  was  what  they  had 
expected.  Just  another  sign  of  how 
cruel  they  were.  I guess  they 
figured  Rod  wouldn't  open  all  the 
presents,  and  they  could  give  them 
to  Julie  for  Christmas,  or  return 
them  and  get  their  money  back. 
Valerie  went  into  Julie's  room  to 
try  on  her  new  clothes.  When  she 
came  back  to  show  off  a new  dress, 
her  parent's  mouths  fell  open 
because  she  was  so  startling.  I 
knew  that  their  plan  had  backfired. 
This  was  such  a victory  that  I 
thought  I,  well,  Valerie,  had  got- 
ten even  with  them  for  Rod.  For 
really  he  was  the  one  that  had  to 


_ Q _ 


absorb  all  the  abuse  that  cast  upon 
him.  It  finally  got  to  the  point 
where  Rod  didn’t  mind  seeing  girl 
clothes  hanging  next  to  his,  in  his 
part  of  the  closet.  When  Julie  got 
tired  of  something,  or  had  outgrown 
a dress,  she  would  give  it  to  Vale- 


rie. So  dresses,  slips,  shoes  and 
jewelry  started  to  add  up  over  the 
next  few  years.  Rod  even  had  to 
give  one  of  his  drawers  over  to 
Valerie  for  her  things.  And  still 
his  parents  couldn’t  tell  that  Rod 
had  a split  personality. 


Bo  you  need  a jiniend 
tip  a ori  acting,,  beauty,  £ aAhion 
on  Spinituad  guidance? 

VdeaAe  wnite  to  me  £on  a quick  neAponAe . 

Ad ao  neceive  a two  month  b ionhythm  chant 
and  an  inv  itation  to  go  in  S.I.S . 

Send  youn  name,  addneAA,  and  binthdate 
with  a SiOoOO  check  on  m.o . payable,  to  P.!l  .0  ibAon 

-70- 

Wesidi,  Ann  Sejj.bn.eeze 
P.O.Box  23 
San  $oAe,  CA  %10<l 
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A Visit  to  New  Hope,  Pa 


Often,  we  are  asked  by 

visitors  to  the  Trenton,  New  Jersey 

* 

area  where  they  can  go.  And  every 
time  we  tell  them,  New  Hope, 
Pennsylvania. 

New  Hope  is  a quiet  town 
located  about  30  minutes  north  of 
Trenton,  just  across  the  Delaware 
River  from  Lambertville,  N.J.  The 
town  has  about  1500  residents  and 
is  a longtime  tourist  attraction, 
with  eclectic  shops,  art  galleries, 
restaurants , mule-barge  canal 
rides,  Bucks  County  Playhouse  and 
legendary  nightlife,  besides  being 
an  artistic  and  literary  mecca.  New 
Hope  boasts  a large  gay  population 
and  is  noted  for  its  tolerance  of 
alternate  life-styles.  If  you've 
ever  been  to  New  York's  Greenwich 
Village  or  Provincetown, 
Massachusetts,  the  feeling  in  New 
Hope  is  the  same,  one  of  caring  and 
openess . 

If  you  plan  to  visit  New  Hope, 
a few  words  of  caution.  The  town  is 
packed  with  tourists  during  the 
stammer  and  fall,  especially  on 
week-ends.  And  as  busy  as  those 
days  are,  they  are  even  busier 
during  special  events  days  - the 
Shad  Festival  in  April,  the  Antique 
Car  Show  in  August,  and  the  famous 
Fourth  of  July  fireworks  display. 
Be  prepared  to  walk.  There  are 
parking  lots  and  on-street  parking, 
but  once  you've  parked  your  car, 
you  don't  move  it.  So  you  walk.  And 
when  you  walk  you  will  be 
encountering  hundreds  of  people,  so 


if  you're  not  a day-tripper,  maybe 
you  shouldn't  go  dressed.  (There 
will  also  be  a lot  of  children  in 
town.)  The  tourists  may  not  be  as 
tolerant  of  you  as  the  townfolk,  so 
be  warned.  If  you  pass,  or  don't 
care  if  you  pass,  then  this  is  the 
town  to  visit. 

A WALKING  DAY  TRIP 
If  you're  ready  to  take  the 
tour,  wear  comfortable  shoes  and 
appropriate  clothes  for  the  season. 
Park  your  car  in  the  lots  on  New 
Street  and  walk  down  over  the  canal 
to  South  Main  Street.  Walking  on 
the  west  side  of  the  street,  your 
first  stop  will  be  Hemetro  at  127 
S.  Main.  Have  your  palm  or  cards 
read  by  Phyllis,  or  have  your 
feminine  aura  analyzed.  Shop  for 
crystals,  oils,  potions,  books,  or 
movie  memorabilia.  And  be  sure  to 
say  'hi'  to  the  reigning  Miss  Gay 
New  Jersey  - Berrie  Lyndon  - who 
works  here.  Continuing  along  S. 
Main,  you  will  encounter  clothes 
shops  and  then  Zoli's  - a 
'Progressive'  clothing  store  with  a 
hair  salon  upstairs.  Next  door  is 
Havana  Restaurant,  your  stop  for 
lunch.  Specializing  in  American 
Regional  and  Contemporary  cuisine  - 
salads,  fish,  pasta  and  mesquite- 
grilled  items.  Eat  indoors  or  out, 
no  reservation  necessary.  (Try  the 
chicken  tempura  and  cross-cut 
cheese  fries.) 

After  lunch,  cross  the  street 
to  the  east  side  and  visit 
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Georgio's,  a unique  store 
containing  fashion  accessories  and 
clothes,  and  nouveau  kitsch. 
Continuing  along  Main  Street, 
browse  in  the  excellent  book  store, 
then  cross  back  over  to  the  west 
side  and  past  the  Dahlgren  Cannon 
on  West  Ferry  Street.  Walk  up  Ferry 
Street  to  Stockton  Avenue  and  turn 
right  along  the  train  tracks.  Here 
you  will  find  DeZigns,  a boutique 
featuring  contemporary  clothes, 
fashion  accessories,  wigs  and  make- 
up. The  store  is  run  by  Dee  Dee  who 
will  welcome  you  and  assist  you  in 
your  selections.  Ask  Dee  Dee  for 


the  low-down  on  what's  'hot'  for 
that  particular  evening. 

Now  head  down  Bridge  Street 
back  towards  Main.  On  the  comer  of 
Bridge  and  Main  is  a great  toy 
store,  especially  if  you're  into 
stuffed  animals!  Across  the  street 
again  is  a Benetton's  and  Atteiram, 
two  clothing  stores  with  differing 
fashion  tastes.  You  will  walk  past 
Club  Zadar,  a video  dance  club, 
located  right  next  to  the  Bucks 
County  Playhouse  where  a production 
of  the  stage  play  "La  Cage  Aux 
Folles"  recently  ended  a run.  You 
are  now  heading  back  toward  your 
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car  and  it's  time  to  make  a 
decision  about  dinner.  You  can  stop 
at  Karla's  on  West  Mechanic  Street, 
featuring  international  cuisine  in 
a European  cafe  atmosphere. 
Reservations  are  recommended.  You 
could  retrieve  your  car  and  drive 
back  to  Bridge  Street  and  dine  at 
The  Raven,  an  exceptional 
restaurant  and  bar  with  a poolside 
bar.  Or  Mother's  on  North  Main 
Street,  also  featuring 
international  cusine  and  fresh- 
baked  desserts.  There's  outdoor 
dining  on  the  Delaware  at  The 
Backstage,  located  at  50  N.  Main. 
Or  travel  over  the  bridge  to 
Lambertville  Station  fashioned  out 
of  an  1867  train  depot.  Or  you  can 
eat  at  The  Cartwheel  on  Route  202 
off  Bridge  Street,  featuring  home 
cooking  in  a newly  renovated  17th 
century  structure  dining  room. 


After  dinner,  it's  time  to 
sample  some  of  that  renowned 
nightlife.  (If  it's  still  early, 
wander  around  New  Hope's  twin 
sister,  Lambertville  with  its  many 
antique  shops  and  art  galleries.) 

The  Cartwheel  has  three  bars 
and  a large  dance  floor  with  state- 
of-the-art  lighting  and  sound 
system.  There's  a lounge  with 
fireplace  and  a large  deck  beyond 
that.  The  video  bar  downstairs  and 
the  piano  bar  upstairs  are  good 
places  to  mingle  before  heading  to 
the  disco. 

The  New  Prelude  is  a dance 
club  and  bar,  The  Raven  features  an 
inside  bar  and  poolside  bar  and 
Club  Zadar  is  a disco.  The  crowd  at 
Zadar's  is  far  more  mixed  than  the 
other  establishments  which  are 
mostly  gay  (depending  on  the 
night) . There  is  nightly 
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entertainment  at  Havana  and  Jon  and 
Peter’s  on  Main  Street. 

Our  recommendation  would  be 
The  Cartwheel.  You  will  be  far  more 
comfortable  there  and  you  will  be 
among  friends.  There  are  drag  shows 
on  Mondays  and  Wednesdays  and  these 
are  well -attended.  The  Monday  shows 
are  amateur  nights,  so  you  may  even 
compete  if  you’re  up  to  it. 


All  of  the  preceding  were 
merely  suggestions,  of  course. 
There  is  so  much  to  see  and  do  that 
one  day  may  not  be  sufficient.  You 
can  stay  a weekend  or  longer  if  you 
prefer,  there  are  bed  and  breakfast 
establishments,  as  well  as  motels 
and  a Holiday  Inn,  but  these  places 
are  mostly  booked  months  in 
advance,  so  reservations  are 
advised. 
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“The”  Metaphysical  Shop 
of  New  Hope 

127  S.  Main  St.  • New  Hope,  PA  • 215-862-5629 


Lapidary 

Essential  & Massage  Oils 
Books— all  metaphysical 
subjects  • Tarot  Cards 
Crystal  Balls  & Stands 
300  Herbs  & Spices 
Subliminal  Tapes 
Natural  Crystals 


• Tarot  Readings,  no 
appointment  necessary 
Channel  Trance  readings 
by  appointment  only 

Open  nights  Friday . 
Saturday  & 

Sunday 


“HEMETRO” 
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‘Original”  Movie  Memorabilia 


WeVe  got 
the  stuff 
dreams  are 
made  of... 


POSTERS 
8 x 10 
GLOSSIES 


LOBBY  CARDS 
ARTICLES  WITH 
PHOTOS 
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Twenty  Questions 


1.  How  did  you  come  up  with  your 
name? 

Dee  Dee  - I worked  with  Jackie 
Cochran  who  took  over  the  show 
after  Danny  Windsor  left  the  show 
at  The  Baron  (now  The  Cartwheel)  in 
1981.  Jackie  always  called  me  Dee 
Dee  for  the  initials  of  my  real 
name.  Thus  the  name  was  printed  in 
the  paper  and  it  stuck. 

2 . How  long  have  you  been  in  the 
Female  Impersonator  business? 

Dee  Dee  - Ten  years. 


3.  How  did  you  get  into  the  busi- 
ness? 

Dee  Dee  - Ten  years  ago  in  Trenton, 
at  a club  called  the  Zodiac  there 
was  a shortage  of  an  impersonator. 
At  this  time  Mahogony  was  show 
director  and  asked  if  I would  fill 
in  because  she  felt  I had  definite 
feminine  features.  Needless  to  say 
I did  it  because  I loved  the  shows 
and  felt  that  this  was  the  opportu- 
nity I needed.  Then  from  there  I 


grew  and  went  further  with  my  show 
experiences.  Before  I knew  it  I was 
on  a regular  basis. 

4.  Name  some  of  the  places  you’ve 
performed. 

Dee  Dee  - The  Zodiac,  Wooden  Indian 
and  Casa  Lido  in  Trenton,  The 
Baron/Cartwheel,  and  New  Prelude  in 
New  Hope,  Gatsby’s  in  Cherry  Hill, 
New  Jersey,  the  MSA  ( CR  Club), 
Westbury,  and  Rusty’s  Red  Garter  in 
Philadelphia. 


5 .  Who  are  some  of  the  other  Female 
Impersonators  you’ve  worked  with? 


Dee  Dee  - Mahogony,  Tequila,  Jackie 
Cochrane,  Omar/Kabaa,  Danee  Russo, 
Berrie  Lyndon,  Monica  Rey,  Robbie 
Star,  Charles  Robinson,  Joe  Cavalu- 
cci,  Amanda  Winters,  Alfie  and  some 
others  I can’t  remember  right  now. 


6.  Which  performer  do  you  most 
enjoy/ admire? 


Dee  Dee  - Michael  Andrews,  because 
of  his  fabulous  looks  and  outstan- 
ding talent. 


7.  Do  you  specialize  in  any  parti- 
cular characters? 


Dee  Dee  - No,  not  really,  I do 
own  portrayal  of  characters. 


8.  Which  characters  are  your  favo- 
rites, that  you  most  enjoy  doing? 

Dee  Dee  - None  in  particular,  I 
enjoy  them  all! 

9.  What  are  the  drawbacks/downside 
to  the  business? 

Dee  Dee  - The  hardest  part  is  to 
work  under  somebody  who  won’t  let 
you  try  new  characters  or  let  you 
be  who  you  want  to  be.  Also  the 
traveling  is  hard  and  the  distances 
sometimes  too  far.  It’s  a lot  of 
work  packing,  unpacking,  packing 
again  and  then  packing  once  more. 
Professional  jealousy  enters  into 
it  as  well  between  rivals  in  the 
dressing  room.  Worrying  about  where 
your  next  job  will  be  booked. 

10.  How  hard  is  it  to  ’get  up’  for 
each  performance? 

Dee  Dee  - I never  get  up,  I’m 
tucked!  No,  it’s  not  hard  at  all.  I 
get  a little  nervous  but  before  you 
know  it,  you’re  done. 

11.  How  long  does  it  take  to  get 
prepared  for  each  performance? 

Dee  Dee  - From  start  to  finish 
one  hour.  That’s  from  man  to  imper- 
sonator . 

12.  What  was  the  ultimate  high 
point  of  your  career? 

Dee  Dee  - Getting  to  perform  a 
production  of  ’’Best  Little  Whore- 
house in  Texas." 

13.  Any  ’’embarassing"  moments? 
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Dee  Dee  - I had  a (music)  tape 
break,  thatTs  about  it. 

14.  How  long  does  it  take  to  per- 
fect a character/routine? 


Dee  Dee  - I never  wanted  to  make 
living  as  an  impersonator.  I work  a 
day  job  and  entertain  for  fun. 

16.  Why  do  you  suppose  Female  Imp- 
ersonators are  so  popular  as  an  art 
form? 

Dee  Dee  - Because  of  the  illusion 
of  a man  becoming  a pretty  woman  is 
exciting  to  both  gay  and  straigh 
people . 

17.  Turning  to  your  personal  life  - 
are  you  involved  in  a relationship? 

Dee  Dee  - Yes. 


18.  Do  the  rigors  of  performing  and 
traveling  make  it  hard  to  sustain  a 
relationship? 

Dee  Dee  - Yes. 


Dee  Dee  - Usually  about  a month  for 
costume  and  character. 


15.  How  and  when  did  you  decide 
that  you  could  make  a living  as  a 
Female  Impersonator? 


19.  There  are  many  crossdressers  in 
your  audiences  when  you  perform. 
What  are  your  feelings/thoughts  on 
transvestites? 

Dee  Dee  - Most  of  the  ones  I have 
met  are  friendly.  Some  I’ve  become 
friends  with.  Some  of  the  girls 
need  more  help  with  their  appear- 
ance and  attire. 

20.  Finally,  what  are  your  plans 
for  the  future? 

Dee  Dee  - I don’t  plan  to  entertain 
as  a career  but  I’ll  do  shows  when 
they  come  along  and  continue  • to 
work  my  day  job. 
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Berrie  Lyndon,  who  conducted  this  interview, 
is  an  accomplished  Female  Impersonator  her- 
self. She  recently  was  elevated  to  the  title 
of  Miss  Gay  New  Jersey  and  will  represent 
that  state  in  the  Miss  Gay  America  pageant  to 
be  held  in  Dallas,  Texas.  Berrie  is  shown 
above  performing  before  a captive  audience 
poolside  at  The  Raven  before  a benefit 
fashion  show. 
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Currently,  there  are  three  plays 
featured  on  Broadway  in  New  York 
that  deal  with,  or  feature  cross - 
dressing.  M.  Butterfly  starring 
Tony  Randall  tells  the  story  of  an 

American  diplomat  in  China  who 
falls  in  love  with  a beautiful 
Chinese  woman  who  turns  out  to  be  a 
man,  and  a spy  to  boot! 

Off-Broadway  plays  include 
The  Lady  In  Question,  a comedy  by 
and  starring  Charles  Busch.  Busch 
plays  a world-famous  woman  pianist 


battling  both  her  own  selfish  pas- 
sionate ambitions  and  nature,  and 
the  Nazis. 

Then  there ' s Privates  on  Parade, 
starring  Jim  Dale  and  John  Curry 
(the  skater).  This  is  a military 
musical  about  the  leader  of  an  army 
entertainment  troupe  which  sings 
and  dances  its  way  through  south- 
east Asia  in  1948.  Check  out  the 
film  based  on  the  same  material 
starring  John  Cleese. 


Tale  of 
Courage 


a wartime 
Romance  and 


THE  ORPHEUM  THEATRE 
126  SECOND  AVE.  AT  8TH  ST. 


CHARLES  BUSCH « 


CHARGE  TICKETS  NOW 
CALL  TICKETRON 

(212)  246-0102 
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En  Femme  proudly  throws  its 
hat  into  the  women’s  restroom  con- 
troversy with  this  news  item.  It 
seems  a state  legislator,  a man  no 
less,  took  action  recently  to  put 
an  end  to  the  lines  outside  women's 
bathrooms.  He  called  it  "potty 
parity." 

Rep.  Bruce  Smith  (R. , Pa.) 
announced  that  he  would  introduce 
legislation  to  require  that  build- 
ings used  by  state  or  local  govern- 
ments contain  more  restroom  facili- 
ties for  women  than  for  men. 
That  would  include  a number  of 
stadiums  and  concert  halls  leased 
by  city  or  state  agencies.  Smith 
said. 

"On  the  surface,  this  may 
sound  like  a trivial  issue,"  he 
said  at  a news  conference.  "How- 
ever, I'm  certain  that  it's  a very 
important  matter  to  the  women  wait- 
ing in  a restroom  line. 

"Women  wait  in  long,  slow- 
moving  lines  to  use  a restroom, 
while  men  enter  and  exit  a men's 
room  with  little  or  no  wait,"  he 
said.  "This  is  an  all-too-familiar 
scene  to  anyone  who  has  attended  a 
major  sporting  event,  concert  or 
other  entertainment  event  in  a 
large  facility." 

Smith  then  quoted  two  studies, 
conducted  by  university  research- 
ers, illustrating  what  most  adults 


already  know:  it  takes  women 

significantly  longer  to  use  a bath- 
room than  men.  Cornell  University 
concluded  that  women  enter  and 
leave  a bathroom  in  an  average  of 
79  seconds,  compared  with  45  sec- 
onds for  men.  Virginia  Polytechnic 
Institute  recorded  times  of  up  to 
three  minutes  for  women  and  84 
seconds  for  men. 

Apparently,  the  difference  is 
not  only  inconvenient,  it's  prob- 
lematic . 

"I've  been  to  conventions  and 
conferences  and  we  have  a 15  minute 
break  and  the  ladies  are  still 
standing  in  line  in  the  hallway 
, waiting  to  use  the  restroom  while 
the  men  are  returning  to  the  ses- 
sions," said  Mary  Rase,  director 
of  the  Dillsburg  Senior  Activity 
Center  in  York,  Pa. 

Rep.  Smith  said  he  hoped  that 
private  restaurants , theaters  and 
, auditoriums  would  follow  the 
government's  lead. 

% 
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Donny  Osmond  is  thinking  of  writing 
1 his  life-story.  His  agent  reveals 
there  may  be  a lot  of  'dirt'  uncov- 
ered if  the  book  materializes.  He 
tells  how  the  Osmond  family,  in  an 
attempt  to  keep  Donny  a teen  idol 
and  preserve  his  virginal  image, 
made  him  shave  his  chest  when  he 
developed  too  early! 
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AP  photo 


GERALDINE’S  BACK!  Flip  Wilson,  after 
a couple  of  years  of  semi-retirement, 
is  gearing  up  for  a new  television 
special  and  has  brought  back  his  most 
famous  character  - Geraldine  Jones. 
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Growing  Up 

With  Bobby 


A Serialized  Novel  By  Joanne  Wilson 


CONCLUSION 


I showered  and  shaved  my  legs  and  underarms 
(hoping  that  I'd  be  able  to  cover  that  fact  from 
my  parents)  and  lovingly  and  longingly  climbed 
into  my  bra,  cincher,  bikini  panties,  black  stock- 
ings and  flared  panties  over.  I'd  washed  my  hair 
so  now  I blow  dried  it  with  Carl's  blow  dryer, 
brushing  it  up  full  and  wide  and  spraying  with  the 
can  of  hair  lacquer  I'd  brought  from  home.  When 
I'd  finished  I realised  I had  hair  I could  be 
proud  of  as  well  as  legs . I could  get  it  to  look 
almost  any  way  I wanted  it.  Boy  or  girl.  No 
girl's,  definitely.  Full  and  high  and  wavy.  I took 
rny  time  with  my  make-up  but  I ' d pretty  well 
perfected  that  too.  When  I'd  finished,  a tall, 
slim,  pretty  girl  stared  back  at  me  from  the 
mirror  and  I found  myself  wishing  I could  keep  her 
- like  Barbie. 

I returned  to  the  spare  room  and  put  on  my 
black  silk  and  the  wide  petticoat  and  my  very  own 
party  dress.  I closed  the  zipper  with  little  dif- 
ficulty and  put  on  my  new  black  patent  stiletto 
courts  and  suddenly  realised  I had  no  jewelry!  Not 
one  item.  How  stupid!  Annoyed,  I painted  my  finger 
nails  but  I knew  I was  going  to  feel  very  bare 
without  earrings  at  least.  Some  of  the  stores 
would  be  open  we  went  out  later.  I wondered  if 
Carl .... 
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And  even  as  I wondered  he  arrived  home. 

"Carl  - I'm  in  the  spare  room,"  I called. 

He  came  past  and  stuck  his  head  in,  grinning. 
"Hi,  honeybunch,  hey  - don't  you  look  great!" 

He  came  over  behind  me  and  leaned  over  and 
kissed  me  lightly.  "I  like  having  you  here  when  I 
get  home . " 

Suddenly  I felt  much  like  I imagined  a wife 
might  feel.  I discovered  it  was  a nice  feeling.  I 
decided  to  play  it  up  a bit.  "I  like  being  here," 
I said,  "for  you."  He  ran  his  hands  up  from  my 
waist  over  my  breasts  and  I tilted  my  head  and  he 
kissed  me  again  on  the  neck. 

"Darling,"  I purred,  "would  you  do  me  an 
enormous  favour?" 

"Sure,  if  I can." 

"I've  come  away  with  absolutely  no  jewellry. 
Do  you  think  we  could  leave  a few  minutes  earlier 
and  pick  up  some  earrings  and  maybe  an  inexpensive 
necklace?  I feel  so  undressed  without  them." 

"Is  that  all?  Sure  we  can.  Give  me  twenty 
minutes  to  shower  and  change  and  then  we'll  go." 

He  dashed  off  and  I sat  for  a moment  feeling 
so  simply  feminine  and  cared-for  it  was 
unbelievable . 

An  hour  later  we'd  bought  earrings  and  a 
necklace  and  they  were  not  inexpensive.  They  were 
cultured  pearls  and  they  were  mine  - my  first  gift 
from  a man.  And  tomorrow  I had  to  go  to  school 
again  as  a boy.  It  was  bizarre.  The  whole  night 
was  bizarre.  The  two  of  us  like  lovers,  kissing 
and  carressing  on  the  restaurant  dance  floor  and 
otherwise  touching  whenever  we  could.  I used  the 
ladies  room  with  aplomb,  feeling  totally  comfort- 
able in  my  assumed  role,  head  high,  poised,  smi- 
ling, all  woman  in  my  mind. 

Later,  he  took  me  home  to  his  place  and  after 
that,  feeling  totally  miserable  about  it,  I put  my 
clothes  away,  scrubbed  myself  totally  clean, 
slicked  my  hair  back  and  put  on  my  boys  clothes 
for  Carl  to  drop  me  home.  I fel  awful  letting  him 
see  me  this  way,  but  he  was  very  good  about  it, 
calling  me  David  and  pretending  we  had  been  no- 
where and  done  nothing. 

Barbie's  light  was  off  so  I didn't  disturb 
her  - just  went  quietly  to  bed,  in  boy's  pyjamas. 
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The  next  morning  I was  woken  by  the  phone.  It 
was  my  mother. 

"I  tried  to  call  you  last  night,  where  were 
you?"  she  asked. 

"I  went  to  a movie  with  Bobby,"  I lied. 

"Midweek?  I hope  you're  not  letting  your 
studies  fall  while  we're  away?" 

"No,  Mum.  It's  okay.  What's  up?" 

"Can  you  look  after  yourself  for  another 
week?" 

My  heart  lept!  "Sure,  why?" 

"Your  father  has  been  asked  to  stay  a bit  and 
sort  out  the  mess  Uncle  John  left  because  of  his 
strange  will.  It'll  take  a few  days.  What  do  you 
think?" 

"Sure,  I can  handle  it.  Stay.  ' Cept  I'm  run- 
ning out  of  money." 

"I'll  wire  you  some.  A hundred,  okay?  You'll 
have  to  go  to  the  post  office  sign  for  it." 

"That's  okay.  I'll  do  it  after  school  this 
afternoon . " 

"Okay  - you  take  care  now." 

"Sure,"  I said  and  replaced  the  receiver. 
Then  jumped  for  joy.  I so  much  did  not  want  this 
to  end.  Another  seven  days!  Including  a weekend! 
But  what  about  Barbie  and  her  Mum  and  Tess?  We'll 
see  what  happens  when  they  get  back  this  after- 
noon. I dressed  and  went  off  for  school. 

* * * 

Mrs . Watson ' s car  was  in  the  driveway  wher\  I 
arrived  home.  I was  simply  itching  to  know  what 
was  going  on. 

I went  into  the  kitchen  and  made  coffees  ^nd 
irrationally  paced  back  and  forth.  I wanted  to  go 
and  change  into  my  mother's  clothes,  since  none  of 
my  girl ' s things  were  available . But  I had  an • idea 
sometime  not  too  far  away  from  now  I'd  hear  from 
Barbie.  But  I didn't.  Not  all  night. 

But  next  morning,  there  he  was  waiting  for 
the  school  bus,  school  (boy)  clothes,  hair 
slicked,  face  scrubbed  and  shiny.  And  looking  more 
miserable  than  anyone  I'd  ever  seen  before. 

Sitting  together  on  the  bus  he  told  me  what 
had  happened.  "I  was  wrong.  I thought  she'd  under- 
stand. She  nearly  killed  me!  She  had  an  absolute 
fit.  Oh,  David,  I don't  know  what  I'm  going  to  do. 

I want  to  be  a girl."  - 
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I thought  you  were  going  to  leave  home 
way.  What  happened  with  Gloria?” 

"She  was  terrific.  She  and  her  Mum.  She  said 
I could  have  a job  as  a junior  sales  girl  anytime 
I want.  ^ But... well,  the  only  way  it's  going  to 
happen  is  if  I leave  home.  And  I’ve  got  no  money 
and  only  one  party  dress.  I can’t  wear  that  to  a 
job  everyday.  I’m  stuck.” 

"What  did  your  mother  say?" 

"Oh,  don't  speak  about  it.  She  was  furious 
that  I ’ d gone  behind  her  back  and  not  told  her 
sooner.  She  wouldn't  even  talk  about  it  after  the 
first  few  minutes." 

"What  about  Tess?" 

"She  was  okay.  I knew  she  would  be.  But  she 
wouldn't  say  anything  in  front  of  Mum." 

We  sat  quietly  for  a few  minutes.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  Mrs.  Watson  had  been  mostly  angry  about 
not  being  told  earlier.  Bobby  hadn't  said  anything 
that  indicated  she  objected  to  his  wanting  to  be  a 
girl.  I told  him  my  news  about  my  folks  and  about 
the  plan  to  use  Carl  as  a 'tutor'  so  I could  go 
there  a couple  of  times  a week  and  be  Krissy. 

"God,  you're  coming  out  of  this  better  than 
me,"  Bobby  said  exasperated. 

"Not  necassarily, " I said,  "give  your  Mum 
some  time.  I reckon  she'll  adjust." 

Maybe , maybe  not . So  you ' ve  got  another  week 
what  are  you  doing  tonight  then?" 

1 don  t want  to  go  to  Carl's  every 
night.  Tonight  I'll  use  Mum's  clothes." 

"So  you'll  be  Krissy?" 

"Oh,  yes,"  I said  as  though  there  could  be  no 
doubt  about  it  and  then  I thought:  "Yes,  I will, 

too.  Every  chance  I get.  God,  I- think  I want  to  be 
a girl,  too!" 

After  school  that  afternoon,  Bobby  and  I 
parted  at  our  front  gates  and  I went  straight  to 
Mum  s room  and  tossed  off  my  school  clothes  and 
off  to  the  bathroom  for  a shower  and  to  enthusias- 
tically shave  my  legs  and  underarms  and  later,  set 
my  hair. 

I dressed  in  her  best  underwear,  knowing  I 
had  plenty  of  time  to  wash  them  out,  and  a really 
lovely  floral  print  sleeveless  dress  and  a pair  of 
white  high  heeled  str-appy  sandals.  I blow-dried  my 
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hair  and  brushed  it  out,  did  my  nails  and  made-up 
my  face.  After  adding  some  jewelry,  I swirled 
about  in  front  of  the  mirror  feeling  absolutely 
joyfull.  Then  suddenly  I couldn't  stand  the 
thought  of  spending  the  evening  at  home,  so  I 
picked  out  a handbag  and  started  putting  some 
make-up  into  it  when  I realised  I'd  forgotten  to 
go  to  the  post  office  to  pick  up  the  money  Mum  was 
wiring.  It  was  too  late  now  because  I 
couldn ' t . . .or  could  I?  I looked  at  my  watch.  It 
was  four  thirty.  The  post  office  closed  at  five.  I 
rushed  from  the  house  forgetting  entirely  that 
Bobby  or  Mrs.  Watson  or  Tess  might  see  me  and 
luckily  caught  a bus  almost  immediately.  It  was 
only  four  blocks  to  the  post  office. 

"There  should  be  some  money  here  for  David 
Forrester,"  I said  to  the  man  at  the  counter.  "I'm 
his  sister,  Kris.  Can  I collect  it  for  him?" 

"Do  you  have  some  identification?" 

OH  GOD!  I knew,  of  course,  that  I didn't  but 
I searched  around  in  the  handbag  for  a moment, 
sort  of  pretending  to  search,  when  I found  an  old 
passbook  of  Mum's. 

"This  is  my  Mum's  handbag,"  I explained,  "but 
I've  got  an  old  passbook  of  her's  here.  It  shows 
our  address  and  name." 

The  clerk  smiled.  "I  guess  that'll  do."  I 
showed  him  the  passbook  and  he  went  and  collected 
a form  I had  to  sign.  He  never  took  his  eyes  off 
me,  a crooked  smile  on  his  face.  I nervously 
signed  "Krissy  Forrester"  and  he  counted  out  ten 
ten  dollar  bills  and  handed  them  to  me.  "There  you 
go,  cutie,"  he  said.  I thanked  him  and  was  out  of 
there  in  a shot.  There's  something  to  be  said  for 
good  looks.  I,  as  David,  could  never  have  gotten 
$100  from  a postal  clerk  without  proper  i.d.  But 
as  Krissy. . . 

Jubilant,  I caught  another  bus  downtown  and 
strolled  around  the  shops  for  a while  before  deci- 
ding to  go  to  a movie.  After  the  movie  I ate  a 
light  snack  in  a coffee  lounge  and  bused  back  home 
again.  I hadn't  been  inside  the  house  thirty 
seconds  when  the  phone  rang. 

"Krissy,"  it  was  Barbie's  voice.  Not  Bobby's. 
I caught  my  breath  for  a moment . 

"Yes?"  I asked  hesitantly. 
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Honey , it's  okay,"  Barbie  said,  reassuring- 
ly. "Please  don’t  be  mad  at  me  but  Mum  and  Tess 
know  about  you.  And  it’s  okay.  We've  been  talking 
all  night.  And  everything's  going  to  be  all  right. 
Can  you  come  over  for  a while?" 

"Oh,  God,  Barb,  you  didn't  tell  them  about 

me?  ! " 

"Please,  come  over.  You'll  see.  It's  okay,  I 
promise.  Come  just  as  you  are.  Don't  change." 

I could  see  no  way  out.  "Okay,"  I sighed. 
"I'll  come.  Barbie,  if  you've  stuffed  up..." 

"Krissy,  I haven't.  Just  come."  She  hung  up. 

Very  apprehensively  I walked  across  the  yard 
to  Barbie ' s place  and  rang  the  chimes . Barbie 
opened  the  door.  She  was  fully  dressed  and  made- 
up,  looking  lovely. 

"Where1 ve  you  been?"  she  smiled  softly. 

"Just  to  a movie." 

I entered  the  house  and  followed  Barb  to  the 
living  room.  Mrs.  Watson  and  Tess  were  sitting 
there,  waiting.  My  stomach  did  a flip  flop. 

"Mum,  Tess,  this  is  Krissy." 

"A  fellow  conspirator,  eh?"  Mrs.  Watson 
didn't  look  too  pleased  to  see  me. 

"Mum,  she's  nervous  enough,  don't  joke." 

Mrs.  Watson  smiled.  "It's  okay,  Krissy.  We've 
had  a long  talk.  It  wasn't  actually  Bob  - Barbie, 
sorry,  God,  that's  an  awful  name.  Let's  make  it 
Barb  or  Barbara,  shall  we?  It  wasn't  Barbara's 
fault  that  we  sort  of  found  out  about  you.  I did 
see  you  leave  the  house  earlier  this  evening." 

"Oh,"  it  was  all  I could  say. 

"As  I said,  we've  been  talking.  Tess  and  I 
had  a long  talk  during  the  day  too.  I guess  I was 
upset  at  first  but  mostly  about  secrets.  I don't 
like  secrets  in  families.  Barbara  has  told  me  the 
whole  thing  - everything,  my  dear,  boys  and  all. 
Everything.  Why  don't  you  sit  down?" 

I sat,  bewildered. 

"I  gather  you  don't  want  your  parents  to 
know,"  Mrs.  Watson  continued.  "As  I said,  I don't 
much  like  secrets  but  you  have  my  word  I won't 
tell  them.  It's  your  business,  not  mine.  But  I 
think  it's  a mistake.  I have  to  admit  it  came  as  a 
bit  of  a shock  to  find  I had  a son  who  wants  to  be 
a woman.  I realise  that  there's  not  much  I can  do 
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about  it,  though.  I'd  rather  have  him. . .her .. .here 
than  away  somewhere  else.  I asked  Barbara  to  dress 
for  me  so  I could  see... her.  Now  that  I have  I 
realised  immediately  how  far  this  thing  has  gone 
and  how  perfectly  suited  she  is.  She  is  - you  both 
are  - very  pretty  girls.  I understand  you  won  a 
competition  for  your  legs.  I must  say  I'm  not 
surprised.  Tess  and  Barbara  tell  me  he... she's 
been  dressing  this  way  on  and  off  for  ten  years. 
I'm  sorry  I didn't  know  her  when  she  was  young.  I 
might  have  enjoyed  that.  And  Barbara  tells  me  she 
has  a job  lined  up  to  go  to.  Well,  I've  decided 
she  can  leave  school  and  take  the  job  and  be  a 
girl  entirely  for  a period  of  six  months  trial.  I 

think  she  should  have  a way  out  just  in  case,  so 
I'm  leaving  that  way  open." 

I glanced  at  Barb  and  Tess  who  were  sitting 
alongside  one  another.  Both  of  them  were  smiling. 
Sisters  now,  officially. 

"I  just  wanted  you  to  know,"  Mrs.  Watson 
said.  "I  guess  it  will  come  as  a bit  of  a shock  to 
your  parents  to  find  you  best  friend  is  now  a 
girl.  Barbara  tells  me  they  are  away  for  another 
week.  I guess  this  means  you'll  continue  as  Krissy 
as  much  as  you  can?" 

"Yes,"  I said  softly,  "I  will." 

"Then  I want  you  to  know  you're  free  to  come 
and  go  from  this  house  as  much  as  you  like  while 
they're  away.  It's  my  view  you  should  tell  them 
and  I’ll  encourage  you  to  do  so.  But  it's  your 
decision.  Right  now,  it's  late.  I think  we  all 
should  get  some  sleep.  It's  been  a difficult  day, 
for  me  at  least." 

Mrs.  Watson  stood  up.  "Could  I maybe  make  us 
some  coffee  first.  Mum?"  Barbara  asked. 

"I  guess  so.  Don't  be  too  late.  Good  night, 
Krissy." 

She  left  the  room  and  Barbara  and  Tess  stood 
up  and  went  to  the  kitchen  waving  me  to  follow. 

"Isn't  it  perfectly  wonderful  news?"  Barb 
said  excitedly.  She  was  the  perfect  antithesis  of 
the  forlorn  young  man  I'd  seen  this  morning  at 
school . 

"Yes,"  I answered,  still  a little  shaken  and 
bewildered  by  the  experience.  "Yes,  it's 
terrific . " 
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"Both  you  girls  look  lovely, " Tess  said, 
speaking  for  the  first  time.  "All  that  practice 
certainly  paid  off." 

"She  knew  about  it  all  the  time,"  Barb  said, 
indicating  her  sister. 

"Well,  I knew  about  you.  Barb.  I suspected 
about  Krissy  but  I was  never  certain." 

"And  you  kept  quiet?"  I said,  amazed. 

"Yes.  It  was  none  of  my  business  until  Barb 
wanted  it  to  be.  Oh,  Krissy,  I wish  you'd  decide 
to  join  us,  too." 

"Join  you?" 

"As  girls!  Full  time.  You  must  know  by  now 
horn  much  nicer  it  is  to  be  a girl  than  a boy." 

"Yes,  I do,"  I said,  thinking  of  the  postal 
clerk. 

"Well  then,  you've  got  a week  to  think  about 
it,  haven't  you?" 

"I  guess  so." 

Tess  was  wearing  her  basketball  track  suit 
and  runners  and  no  make-up.  She  still  looked  beau- 
tiful. I wondered  how  I'd  look  dressed  down.  Barb 
was  wearing  at  least  three  inch  heels  and  was 

about  four  inches  taller  than  Tess.  In  my  three 
inch  heels  I was  just  under  six  feet  but  it  had 
stopped  bothering  me.  I'd  run  across  hundreds  of 
other  girls  as  tall  by  now. 

"I'm  leaving  school  as  of  tomorrow,"  Barb 
said.  "Mum  is  ringing  the  school  in  the  morning. 
I'm  going  to  start  work  Monday  if  Gloria  can  fix 
it.  Tess  says  I can  borrow  her  clothes  until  I 
build  up  my  own  but  Mum  has  offered  me  five  hun- 
dred dollars  to  get  me  started.  I'm  going  shopping 
Saturday  with  Tess  if  you'd  like  to  come  along." 

"Sure."  The  shock  of  the  experience  was 
beginning  to  wear  off.  I was  much  more  relaxed. 

After  coffee,  I strolled  home  across  the 
front  yard,  thinking  hard.  It  was  Wednesday  night. 
I had  Thursday  through  the  following  Friday.  The 
thought  of  getting  up  in  the  morning  and  dressing 
in  my  school  clothes  was  almost  unbearable.  I took 
off  my  mother's  lovely  things  reluctantly,  as 
usual,  wondering  if  it  was  too  much  to  call  in 
sick,  at  least  for  Thursday  and  Friday.  I left  my 

bra  on  and  a pair  of  + £ght  bikini  panties  and 
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cleansed  my  make-up  and  put  on  a nightie  and 
climbed  into  bed,  aching  now  to  be  a full-time 
young  woman  like  Barbara. 

When  I awoke  the  next  morning,  I was  immedia- 
tely filled  with  a new  resolve.  I knew  what  1 
wanted  and  nothing  now  was  going  to  stop  me.  If  it 
was  possible  for  Barbara  to  go  down  that  track  it 
was  going  to  be  possible  for  me,  too.  What's  more, 
I had  an  idea.  I showered  and  shaved  and  then 
spent  time  plucking  my  eyebrows  so  that  when  I was 
finished  there  was  no  way  that  they  could  be  the 
eyebrows  of  a boy.  I washed  and  set  my  hair  with 
Mum's  rollers,  filed  and  lacquered  my  nails  and 
did  my  make-up.  I went  into  Mum's  room  and  dressed 
ina  a black  lacy  bra,  garter  belt,  panties,  sheer 
black  stockings  and  a pretty  black  slip.  Back  in 
the  bathroom  I removed  the  rollers  and  brushed  out 
my  hair.  Then  I put  on  a peignoir  and  mules  and 
went  and  made  myself  some  breakfast  and  while  I 
was  eating,  looked  up  some  telephone  numbers  and 
made  a list. 

After  breakfast,  and  it  now  being  eight- 
thirty,  I made  some  phone  calls  and  then  went  back 
to  the  main  bedroom  and  dressed  in  a dusky  grey 
dress,  black  leather  belt  and  grey  classy  high 
heeled  Bruno  Maglia  shoes . I put  the  remaining 
eighty  or  so  dollars  in  a handbag  which  matched 
the  shoes  along  with  some  make-up.  I added  a few 
pieces  of  jewelry  and  the  waisted  jacket  which 
completed  the  outfit.  I slung  the  shoulder  strap 
over  my  shoulder  and  left  the  house. 

My  first  stop  was  the  beauty  salon  where  I 
spent  some  two  and  a half  hours  having  * ; hair 

cut,  coloured  (a  lighter  honey  blonde)  and  set  and 
my  ears  pierced.  I had  never  enjoyed  such  a divine 
sensataion  before  in  my  life  as  spending  those 
hours  being  pampered  in  that  way.  And  I could  not 
begin  to  express  the  joy  I felt  at  my  appearance 
afterwards.  It  was  exactly  as  I had  hoped. 

My  second  stop  was  at  Bronson 't  restaurant 
where  I had  a lunch  appointment  with  Gerry  Kosta. 
I waited  at  the  bar  for  him  until  I saw  him  enter 
and  gaze  around,  when  I waved  my  flashy  red  finger 
tips  at  him. 

"Krissy,"  he  said. coming  over  to  my  stool. 
"Hi,  Jesus,  it's  as  well  you  waved.  I'm  not  sure  I 
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would  have  recognized  you.  You  look  terrific!" 

That,  too,  was  exactly  what  I wanted.  "Thank 
you,  Gerry,"  I said.  "It's  nice  to  see  you  again." 

He  sat  alongside  me.  "I  guess  you  don't  know 
but  Haynes  are  going  to  use  your  legs.  In  fact,  I 
think  they  might  want  more  pics  soon.  They  loved 
them. " 

"Oh,  that's  great!  In  a way  that's  what  I 
wanted  to  talk  to  you  about . " 

"In  what  way?" 

"Well,  two  things.  But's  let  have  a drink 
first.  Would  you  order  me  a gin  and  tonic?" 

Gerry  waved  the  bartender  down  and  ordered  my 
drink  and  a scotch  for  himself. 

"It's  just  as  well  you  didn't  try  to  contact 
me  at  the  address  I gave  you,"  I admitted.  "It  was 
false . " 

Gerry  looked  shocked.  "Why,  for  God's  sake?" 

"Well,  it  doesn't  matter  now.  Maybe  someday 
I'll  tell  you.  Listen,  I'd  like  to  try  out  as  a 
model.  I'd  like  you  to  tell  me  if  you  think  I'd 
make  it  and  secondly  I want  to  ask  if  you'd  do 
some  portfolio  shots  for  me?" 

"The  answer  to  both  is  yes.  You’ve  already 
started  actually,  with  those  legs.  I think  you'd 
be  great  but  we'd  have  to  see  how  you  perform  for 
the  camera  first.  But  of  couse  I'd  do  the  shots." 

"Well,  that's  terrific.  But  I have  to  tell 
you  that  I can’t  pay  you.  but  I'm  willing  to  pay 
you,  of  course,  from  my  first  pay.  If  I get  work, 
that  is.  If  not.  I'll  pay  you  anyway  from  whatever 
other  job  I get  just  as  soon  as  I can." 

Gerry  laughed.  "Listen,  I don't  think  you. 
have  to  worry  about  that.  I act  as  an  agent  for  a 
few  girls  as  well.  If  you  like  I'll  put  you  on  my 
list.  That  way,  I'm  investing  in  you." 

I looked  at  him  questionably.  "What  sort  of 
work  do  your  girls  do?" 

He  laughed  again,  even  louder.  A genuine 
laugh  which  made  his  eyes  twinkle.  "Fas 
Krissy.  Don't  worry,  I'm  not  selling  porn." 

We  were  called  to  a table  and  went  to  sit  and 

order.  After  the  waiter  had  taken  the  order,  I 
asked:  "Gerry,  can  you  do  these  photos  soon?  I'd 

like  to  get  started  as  soon  as  possible." 

"If  you  don't  mind  putting  in  some  hours  over 
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the  weekend  I've  got  Saturday  afternoon  free.  I 
leave  it  unbooked  for  exactly  such  contingencies." 

"No  problem  for  me.  What  time?" 

"Say  two.  It'll  take  a few  hours." 

"Okay.  What  do  I need  to  wear?" 

"Something  formal  or  semi-formal.  Party 
dress.  Also  a day  dress  and  a swimsuit." 

Swimsuit,  I thought.  I don't  have  one  and 
I've  never  worn  one.  But  now's  the  time  to  start. 
Maybe  Tess  will  lend  me  one  of  hers. 

"Okay,  fine.  I know  the  address.  I'll  be 
there . " 

"What  do  you  do  now?"  Gerry  asked. 

I explained,  not  untruthfully,  that  I'd  just 
quit  school.  I didn't  think  it  was  getting  me 
anywhere.  And  my  experience  with  the  legs  contest 
made  me  think  that  maybe  I could  model.  Photo- 
graphic modelling  at  least.  We  enjoyed  the  meal 
and  some  conversation.  Gerry  asked  me  if  I had  a 
boyfriend  and  I told  a little  about  Carl.  I asked 
him  the  same  question  and  he  told  me  he  was  mar- 
ried and  very  much  in  love. 

Later,  after  we  had  parted,  I was  alone  again 
in  the  city,  and  with  my  new  hair-do  and  pierced 
ears,  I felt  very  confident  of  my  womanliness  and 
femininity.  I badly  wanted  to  buy  some  new  clothes 
but  there  was  no  way  I could  afford  to.  But  I 
could  look. . .or  I could  borrow.  I rushed  to  a 
phone  booth  and  rang  Carl  at  work.  His  office  was 
not  far  away.  I asked  him  if  it  would  be  possible 
to  see  him  for  just  a few  moments  and  he  told  me 
to  come  over. 

Fifteen  minutes  later,  I was  sitting  opposite 
him  at  his  desk  in  his  small  office.  He  was  as- 
tounded at  my  appearance  and  said  so  immediately 
but  in  an  appreciative  fashion.  Not  un-naturally 
it  required  an  explanation  which  I spent  some 
minutes  providing.  Again  it  seemed  he  was  delight- 
ed. Which  gave  me  the  courage  to  broach  the  sub- 
ject . 

"Carl,  I need  to  borrow  some  money.  I really 
do  have  nothing  to  wear  and  you'll  know  that 
better  than  most.  It  seems  Gerry  is  confident  I 
can  make  it  as  a model  and  is  willing  to  invest  in 
me.  The  question  is,  are  you  prepared  to  do  like- 
wise?" 
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"Sure  I am.  How  much 


He  shrugged  agreeably, 
do  you  need?" 

I'd  thought  I'd  ask  for  a thousand  but  his 
affability  encouraged  me  to  raise  the  limit. 

"Fifteen  hundred  dollars.  For,  say,  six 

months.  I'm  positive  I'll  be  able  to  pay  it  back 
in  that  time  whatever  the  end  result." 

Carl  smiled.  "I'm  sure  you  will,  too.  I guess 
you  need  it  now.  If  I write  a check  can  you  go  to 
my  bank  and  cash  it?" 

"Yes,  of  course,  you're  a darling!" 

"Krissy,  you're  the  most  extraordinary  person 
I've  ever  met.  I'll  be  glad  to  stake  you  to  a new 
life.  And  I don't  impose  this  as  a condition  but 
I'd  like  to  share  some  of  it  with  you." 

It  was  my  turn  to  smile.  "I  have  no  objection 
to  that.  The  clothes  I buy  will  be  kept  in  your 
apartment,  won't  they?" 

He  wrote  the  check  and  within  minutes  I was 
cabbing  to  his  bank  to  cash  it.  And  minutes  later 
cabbing  back  into  the  city  centre  to  spend  it. 
Despite  the  sound  of  it,  fifteen  hundred  dollars 
doesn't  buy  a lot.  But  it  did  set  me  up.  I bought 
a couple  of  dresses,  skirts  and  shirts  and 
blouses,  some  extra  underwear  and  three  pairs  of 
shoes.  And  that  was  it.  All  gone.  I took  my 
parcels  back  home  since  I had  some  time  to  enjoy 
them  there,  and  changed  into  a complete  new  outfit 
and  rang  Barbara. 

"Did  your  Mum  mean  that  I could  come  for 
dinner?"  I asked. 

"Absolutely,"  she  replied  and  within  moments 
I was  headed  across  the  front  lawn  to  their  house. 

Barbie  answered  my  knock  at  the  door  and  when 
the  door  was  opened  she  stood  for  some  moments 
gazing  at  me. 

"Oh,  Krissy!  You've  gotten  serious,  haven't 

you?" 

"Very,"  I replied.  "Very  serious  indeed.  May 
I come  in?" 

"Of  course,  silly."  I entered  the  house  and 
Barb  closed  the  door  behind  me.  "Mum,  Tess, 
Krissy 's  here." 

I followed  her  into  the  living  room  and  Tess 

and  Mrs.  Watson  came  out  from  the  kitchen.  I guess 
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it  wasn't  difficult  to  notice  something  different 
about  me.  After  all,  my  hair  alone  was  dramatical- 
ly different.  But  I really  hadn't  expected  all  the 
staring.  First  Carl,  now  Barbara,  her  mother  and 

her  sister. 

"I'd  say  that  was  giant  step,  wouldn't  you, 

Tess?"  Mrs.  Watson  said. 

"Yessiree,"  Tess  said,  "and  I'm  all  for  it. 
Holy  Moses,  Krissy,  you  are  beautiful!" 

"Thank  you.  That's  very  sweet  of  you." 

Over  dinner  I told  them  of  my  day.  Tess  and 
Barbara  were  enthusiastic.  Mrs.  Watson  less  so, 
but  I think,  like  me,  she  was  anticipating  my 
parents  reaction.  But  so  far  as  I was  concerned, 
it  was  all  over  bar  the  shouting.  I had  committed 
myself,  there  was  no  way  I could  go  back  to  school 
and  no  way  I would  go  back  to  being  a boy.  Mum  and 
dad  would  have  to  learn  to  live  with  it  - or 

without  me. 

After  dinner,  Barbara  and  Tess  came  over  to 
my  place  and  I showed  them  what  I ? d bought  and 
they  insisted  on  seeing  some  of  the  things  on  me. 

I had  also  bought  a one  piece  swimsuit  which  I 
would  need  with  Gerry  the  next  day  and  I was 
entirely  uncertain  as  to  how  I could  we ar  it.  ies^ 
suggested  I try  it  on.  I had  cunningly  bought  onve 
with  a pretty  four  inch  hip  skirt  and  it  worked 
well  except  that  I had  no  breasts.  Tess  suddenly 
had  a brainstorm  as  to  how  to  fix  the  problem. 

"Have  you  any  surgical  tape?"  she  asked. 

I went  and  found  a roll  in  my  dad's  first:  aid 
kit  and  she  told  me  to  pull  down  the  top  of  the 
swim  suit.  I did  so  but  I was  suddenly  very  coy 
about  being  so  flat  chested.  She  ran  a strip  of 
tape  from  under  one  arm  across  my  chest  to  under 
the  other,  pulling  the  flesh  into  folds  in  the 
middle  of  my  chest.  When  the  top  of  the  suit  was 
replaced,  I had  cleavage.  But  still  no  breasrs. 

"That's  okay,"  she  said.  "You  have  a padded 

bra,  I assume?" 

"Yes,  three." 

"I'll  have  to  cut  one  up.  Get  one  for  me,  and 
some  scissors." 

I did  so  and  she  cut  the  padded  cups  oul  and 
fitted  them  under  the  formed  shapes  of  the  bodice 
of  the  swim  suit.  Perfect.  I mentioned,  though, 
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that  I thought  my  body  was  perhaps  a little  too 
straight,  but  Tess  insisted  that  was  perfect  for 
the  clothes  horse  model.  I looked  at  myself  in  the 
mirror.  I liked  the  cleavage  and  figured  I'd  use 
the  tape  idea  again. 

Next  day,  Barbara  insisted  in  coming  along  to 
Gerry's  for  the  photo  session. 

"I  can  be  your  dresser,"  she  said. 

So  far  as  I was  concerned,  the  session  went 
well.  And  Gerry  was  pleased,  it  seemed.  He  was 
good  to  work  with,  directing  and  encouraging.  But 
it  would  be  Monday  evening  before  I knew  how  well 
it  went.  That's  when  he  was  to  have  all  the  pics 
processed  and  we  could  choose  the  best  for  my 
portfolio.  When  it  was  all  over,  Barbara  and  I 
packed  my  clothes  into  my  carry  bag  and  I rang 
Carl.  He  was  home  and  free  so  Barbara  and  I parted 
outside  Gerry's  and  I took  a cab  to  Carl's.  I 
spent  an  hour  showing  him  what  I ' d bought  with  his 
money  and  then  hanging  them  in  the  wardrobe  in 
what  I now  considered  my  room.  I figured  I would 
wear  Mum's  clothes  when  I was  at  home  and  my  own 
at  Carl's. 

I spent  the  next  six  days  in  a mixed  state  of 
joy  and  apprehension.  I spent  some  time  with  Bar- 
bara and  her  family  and  some  with  Carl,  no  school 
and  no  male  clothes  at  all.  When  Friday  finally 
arrived  I was  as  nervous  as  a kitten  all  day.  A 
number  of  times  Mrs.  Watson  or  Tess  or  Barb  asked 
if  I needed  moral  support  when  my  parents  arrived 
home  that  evening,  but  I refused.  I felt  I had  to 
confront  them  alone.  I decided  to  look  my  very 
best.  With  what  remained  of  my  dwindling  funds,  I 
cabbed  over  to  Carl's  place  and  dressed  there  in 
my  cocktail  dress  with  all  of  its  lovely  accoutre- 
ment. With  my  new  hair  and  earrings,  it  looked 
even  better  than  before.  I knew  I passed 
appearance  wise.  I cabbed  back  to  my  place  about 
four-thirty  knowing  that  Mum  and  Dad  would  arrive 
around  five  or  a bit  later  and  I settled  down,  as 
much  as  I could  to  await  them. 

I heard  the  car  enter  the  driveway  at  five- 
twenty  and  my  heart  leapt  into  my  mouth.  Suddenly, 
I had  second  thoughts  and  wondered  about  getting 
out  the  back  door.  But  I had  to  do  it,  I heard  my 
mother  on  the  front  patio  and  stood,  very  nervous- 
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ly,  to  await  her  entry.  She  carried  a large  suit- 
case into  the  living  room  where  I was  standing. 
And,  of  course,  she  saw  me.  She  stood  for  a mo- 
ment, half -smiling,  not  knowing  who  I was,  begin- 
ning to  say  something.  But  no  words  came  out.  She 
placed  the  suitcase  on  the  floor  and  stepping  into 
the  living  room,  staring.  I could  stand  in  no 
longer. 

"Hello,  Mum,"  I said,  and  tried  a smile. 

"David?  David  - is  that  you  for  God's  sake?" 

"Yes,  Mum,  it's  me." 

She  said  nothing  more.  Her  mouth  was  wide  in 
astonishment,  but  she  approached  me  and  I read  no 
shock  and  no  anger,  yet.  She  walked  around  me, 
examining.  She  picked  up  one  of  my  hands  and 
looked  at  it.  While  she  was  so  absorbed,  my  father 
appeared  at  the  living  room  door,  also  carrying  a 
suitcase,  which  he  too  set  down. 

"Hello,  who's  this?"  he  said,  smiling  and 
came  into  the  room. 

"This  is  David,  dear,"  Mum  said,  "or  at  least 
it  was  David."  She  was  still  examining  me.  I felt 
like  a specimin  on  exhibition. 

"David?"  My  father  said,  and  came  closer. 
"David?  You're  David?" 

"Actually,  I'm  Krissy,"  I said  softly. 

"She's  Krissy,  dear,"  my  mother  repeated  over 
her  shoulder,  then  she  turned  and  smiled  at  my 
father.  Smiled,  for  God's  sake.  "She's  very  love- 
ly, darling,  don't  you  think?" 

"Yes,"  my  father  said  slowly  and  he  began  to 
smile  as  well. 

"I  thought  you'd  be  angry  or  something,"  I 
said,  very  puzzled. 

"Oh,  I don't  think  we  should  be  angry,"  Mum 
said,  turning  to  my  father  again.  "Do  you,  dear?" 

"No,"  he  agreed.  "I  don't  think  we  can  be, 
can  we?" 

She  turned  back  to  me.  "Krissy,  darling,  sit 
down.  Tell  me  all  about  it."  Then  she  turned  to 
Dad  again.  "Sweetheart,  why  don't  you  go  and 
change  into  something  more  comfortable  while  we 
have  this  mother/ daughter  chat.  You  can  catch  up 
on  us  a little  later." 

My  father  left  the  room,  picking  up  the  suit- 
cases as  he  went. 
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In  the  next  hour,  I filled  my  mother  in  on 
the  outlines.  No  full  details,  that  would  take 
much  longer.  But  I told  her  about  Barbara  and  I 
and  our  experiences  together  and  about  the  grad- 
ual, irreversible  changes  in  us  towards  womanhood. 
I told  her  about  the  legs  contest  and  about  Gerry 
and  I even  told  her  about  Carl  although  not  all 
the  details.  She  listened  very  patiently,  taking 
it  all  in,  asking  no  questions.  Suddenly  I was 
aware  that  someone  else  was  in  the  room.  There  was 
a woman  standing  in  the  doorway.  A tall,  elegant 
woman  of  about  fourty,  dressed  in  a stunning  aqua 
colored  dress  with  a wide  skirt  and  cowl  collar. 
She  was  wearing  black  nylons  and  high  heeled 
courts . She  was  beautifully  made-up  and  her  hair 
was  shoulder  length  darkish  blonde. 

"That  was  quick,  dear,"  my  mother  said. 

"I  didn’t  want  to  miss  too  much  of  the 
story,"  my  father  said. 

THE  END 
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WM,  TV,  43,  tall  but  passable, 
educated,  married,  travels.  Loves 
to  dress  & go  out.  Interested  in 
corresponding  with  TVs  and  hetero 
males  who  like  to  date  TVs.  Will 
respond  to  all  w/photo.  (Photo) 


Michelle  Box  0H117 

SW  Ohio  area,  would  like  to 
meet  other  hetero  TVs  to  discuss  & 
have  parties  in  my  home  or  other 
house.  Wife  understands.  Trying  to 
improve  my  feminine  self.  Hobbies 
are  aviation  and  golf.  (Photo) 


Kim  Box  IL120 

TV,  executive,  travels  a great 
deal,  very  interested  in  excorting 
passable  TS/TV  on  the  town  for  an 
evening.  If  interested,  please 
write  and  enclose  address  & phone 
number.  Be  treated  like  the  lady 
you  are. 


Suzie  Box  NJ126 

MWM,  late  40' s,  bi-TV,  6'1", 
sexy  figure.  Loves  lingerie,  nylons 
& high  heels.  Have  been  dressing 
all  my  life.  Would  like  to  meet 
with  other  bi  or  gay  sisters  to 
share  fantasies. 
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Carmen  Box  CA122 

TV,  32,  member  ETVC,  Feminine 
Image.  Interests  include  movies, 
dance,  music,  volleyball. 

Interested  in  corresponding/meeting 
other  TVs  & friends  of  TVs.  Would 
like  to  explore  S.  Calif,  en  femme. 
(Photo) 


A word  about  your  subscription:  If 
the  number  above  your  name  on  your 
mailing  label  is  89/14,  this  is  the 
last  issue  you  have  paid  for.  To 
renew,  see  the  order  form  on  the 
inside  back  cover. 


Angela  Box  PA101 

SWM,  37,  actor,  musician, 
leader  of  all  TV  band  -Yin  Yang. 
Interested  in  fashion,  photography, 
dining,  shopping.  Member  and 
officer  of  Renaissance.  (Photo) 


Cindy  Box  MD127 

WM,  TV,  31  dresses  at  home 
w/ female  companion  consent  & en- 
couragment.  Would  like  to  corres- 
pond with/meet  other  'sisters'  in 
Rockville,  MD  area.  Interested  men 
may  write  too.  Write  to:  Cindy 

Henderson,  P.0.  Box  34634, 
Bethesda,  MD  20817. 


FULFILL  YOUR  FANTASY! 


Allow  yourself  to  be  made-over  by  the 
cosmetic  experts  at  DONNA'S  HAIR  STUDIO! 
Full  line  of  cosmetics  available  for 
purchase,  as  well  as  skin  care  and  hair 
care  products.  Call  (609)  883-0002  for 
an  appointment  today. 

DONNA’S  HAIR  STUDIO,  181  Scotch  Road, 
Ewing,  New  Jersey.  Exit  3 off  1-95,  in 
the  Scotch  Road  Plaza. 


Classifieds 


FREE  CLASSIFIED  ADS  FOR  GROUPS 


Groups  may  list  themselves,  their 
addresses,  phone  number  or  mention 
their  upcoming  events  in  the  Class- 
ified Section  free  of  charge.  The 
editors  reserve  the  right  to  edit 
or  re-write  classifed  ads  to 
correct  grammar  or  spelling  or  to 
refuse  sexually  explicit  words  or 
phrases.  Any  ads  soliciting  money 
[will  be  considered  commercial  ads 
and  are  not  available  as  a free  ad. 


I.F.G.E. 

The  International  Foundation  for 
Gender  Education  is  a non-profit 
educational /service  organization 
designed  to  serve  as  a communica- 
tions medium,  outreach  device,  and 
networking  umbrella  for  the  entire 
TV/TS  community.  Sponsers  an  annual 
convention.  Publishes  the  TV/TS 
Tapestry.  Serves  as  an  internation- 
al information  and  referral  clear- 
inghouse, speaker's  bureau  arid  toll 
free  'hot-line'.  Write:  I.F.G.E., 
P.0.  Box  367,  Way land,  MA  01778. 


TRANSSEXUAL  SUPPORT  GROUP 

Formed  in  1985,  the  support  group 
is  a non-political  group  whose  pur- 
pose is  to  ease  loneliness  and 
rpovide  hope  through  open-minded- 
ness to  all  transgendered  persons. 
Meets  1st  and  3rd  Tuesday  of  every 
month  at  Dignity  House,  252  S.12th 
St,  Phi la.,  PA.  Mailing  address:  TS 
Support  Group,  P.0.  Box  15836, 
Phila. , Pa,  19103. 


RENAISSANCE 

A non-profit,  non-sexual,  social- 
/ support/ educational  organization 
of  transgendered  individuals.  They 
accept  without  judgment  and  help 
individuals  grow  at  their  own  pace. 
Meets  monthly  in  King  of  Prussia, 
Pa.  Publishes  Renaissance  News. 
Provides  lecturers  for  col lege/uni- 
versity/ radio /tv  appearances. 
Write:  Renaissance,  P.0.  Box  1263, 
King  of  Prussia,  Pa.  19406. 
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L.I.F.E. 

Long  Island  Femme  Expression 
(Lambda  Iota  Chapter  of  Tri-Ess). 
Support  group  for  hetero  TVs. 
Discussion  meetings  1st  Mondays  of 
the  month  at  7:30  p.m.  Dress  meet- 
ings 3rd  Saturday  and  one  Friday 
(varies)  every  month.  Planning 
therapist  led  separate  support 
group  for  wives  and  significant 
others.  Write:  P.0.  Box  121,  Ozone 
Park,  NY  11416. 


THE  TRANSSEXUAL  VOICE 

A newsletter  for,  by  and  about 
transsexuals.  $2.00  per  copy, 
$12.00  per  year.  Write:  P.0.  Box 
16134,  Atlanta,  GA  30321. 


DELTA  CHI  CHAPTER 

Dedicated  to  serving  the  TV/TS  com- 
munity with  a policy  of  fair  and 
equal  opportunities  to  all,  and  w/o 
discriminatory  policy  towards  race, 
creed,  national  origin,  sexual 
being,  or  sexual  preference. 
Publishes  Our  Sorority.  Write: 
Delta  Chi  Chapter,  P.0.  Box  11254, 
Lincolnia  Station,  Alexandria,  VA 
11312. 


SOUTH  JERSEY  RENAISSANCE 

Meets  first  Saturday  of  each 
month  in  Mays  Landing,  NJ.  For  more 
information,  write:  c/o  Emily  Shel- 
don, P.0.  Box  4457,  Greenville,  DE 
19807 . 


SIGMA  NU  RH0  - TRI-ESS  CHAPTER 

Social  support  group  for  hetero 
crossdressers  and  their  significant 
others.  Meetings  on  1st  Saturday  of 
each  month.  Write:  Sigma  Nu  Rho, 
P.0.  Box  9255,  Trenton,  NJ  08650. 


THE  GATHERING 

Gender  Dysphoric  support  group 
based  in  New  York  City.  Non-profit 
group  devoted  to  assisting  both 
males  and  females.  Meets  monthly. 
Membership  is  limited  to  TSs,  but 
all  are  invited  to  visit.  Write: 
Ms.  Jessica  Babel,  Star  Route  169A, 
Pocono  Lake,  PA  18347. 


JANUS/DC 

Transsexual  support  group.  Write: 
c/o  Dr.  H.  Martin  Malin,  4835  Del 
Ray  Ave.,  Bethesda,  MD  20814. 


THE  VAT, LEY  GIRLS 

The  Valley  Girls  are  a socially- 
oriented  crossdressers ' group  which 
also  provides  several  information 
services,  including  a very  informa- 
tive newsletter  ("Cross-Talk")  and 
resource  guide.  We  are  geared  to- 
ward helping  the  transvestite  find 
out  more  about  his  femme  self,  to 
express  'her®  better,  and  provide 
the  opportunities  to  enjoy  being  a 
girl  and  meet  other  transvestites. 
Write  to:  The  Valley  Girls,  P.0. 
Box  944,  Woodland  Hills,  CA  91365. 


POWDER  PUFFS  OF  ORANGE  COUNTY 

PPOC  has  been  in  existence  for  two 
years  and  yet  is  the  fastest 
growing  organization  of  its  type  on 
the  West  Coast.  PPOC  is  a non- 
profit, social  and  outreach  organi- 
zation whose  members  cover  the 
entire  economic,  ethnic,  social  and 
business  spectrum.  PPOC  is 
currently  putting  together  "The 
Crossdressers  International 
Shopping  Guide."  For  more  informa- 
tion about  PPOC  or  the  Shopping 
Guide  write:  PPOC,  c/o  John  Moran 
Photography,  P.O.  Box  7217, 
Burbank,  CA  91510-7217 . 
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By  Dr.  Harry  Benjamin 

By  special  airangement  with  Crown  Publishers,  this 
long  out  of  print  book  is  available  again  in  limited 
quantities  from  The  Human  Outreach  & Achieve - 
ment  Institute . Deluxe  Edition,  $39.95,  Regular 
Edition,  $34.95.  Add  $3.50  postage  and  handling. 
Send  remittance  to  the  Institute  at:  Kenmore  Station , 
Suite  368,  Boston,  MA  02215-0368 


Back  Issues 


t3Ln  r^fcmme 


En  Femme  t 1 $5.00 

Contains:  "Amanda's  A Man,  Dear!" 

Part  1,  first  installment  of  "TV 
Private  Eye",  article  on  electroly- 
sis, comic  strip  parodies,  profile 
of  Renaissance,  more. 


En  Femme  #7  $6.00 

Contains:  Special  Personality 

Issue!  Interviews  and  articles  on 
TVs,  TSs,  and  a married  couple. 
Plus  - Paradise  in  the  Poconos, 
article  on  hormones,  new  story, 
more. 


<3Ln  “ 


1 En  Femme  tl  $5.00 

Contains:  Interview  with  profes- 

sional FI  Monica  Rey,  conclusion  of 
"Amanda's  A Man,  Dear!",  article  on 
Femiphobia,  video  reviews,  more. 


En  Fenane  #8  $6.00 

Contains:  It's  the  Joanne  Wilson 

Issue!  Meet  En  Femme's  newest 
columnist  - from  Australia! 
Article,  fiction,  & column  all  by 
Joanne  Wilson.  Plus  - the  first 
"How  To  Pass",  more. 


En  Femme 

I Contains:  Photo 

i David's 


$5.00 

reports  on  Henri 
Halloween  Ball,  Fantasia 
Fair  1987  and  TT&TT  AIDS  Benefit. 
Fashion  tips,  continuation  of  "TV 
Private  Eye",  more. 


En  Femme  t 9 $6.00 

Contains:  Professional  FI  Amanda 

Winters'  Makeup  Tips,  the  first  En 
Femme  Photo  Portfolio  featuring 
Amanda  Winters,  second  "How  To 
Pass",  and  the  most  comprehensive 
TV  movie  list  you'll  ever  find! 


“ En  Femme  tk 


$5.00 

Contains:  Preview  of  En  Femme 
Comics  #1,  Make-up  tips.  True  TV 
Experiences,  How  To  Handle  a 
'Read1,  Film  Preview,  In  The  News, 
more. 


En  Femme  #10  $6.00 

Contains:  "TV's  on  TV",  first  in- 

stallment of  new  novel  - "Growing 
Up  With  Bobby",  In  The  News,  Cross- 
dressers Movie  Guide  Update,  more. 


En  Femme  #5  $5.00 

Contains:  Interview  with  Rebecca 

Buchanan,  final  installment  of  "TV 
Private  Eye",  complete  comic  book 
story,  "The  Ladies  of  New  Hope" 
pictorial,  more. 


En  Femme  #11  $6.00 

Contains:  "Growing  Up  With  Bobby" 

continues,  article  on  film  director 
and  noted  TV  Ed  Wood,  Jr.,  "Feeding 
Those  Fantasies"  article.  In  The 
News,  more. 


En  Femme  #6 


$5.00 

information 


Contains:  Special  information  of 
interest  to  Transsexuals.  Interview 
with  TS  Mary  Margaret,'  "Grand- 
parents" a new  short  story  complete 
in  this  issue,  poetry,  more. 


En  Femroe  #12  $7.00 

Contains:  Special  Second  Anniversa- 
ry Issue!  Focus  on  Female  Imperso- 
nators, "Growing  Up  With  Bobby" 
Part  III,  more  pages,  new  look, 
special  surprises. 
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ORDERING  INSTRUCTIONS 
Indicate  books  by  issue  # or  title 
below,  enclose  check  or  money  in 
U.S.  funds  for  cover  price  as  indi- 
cated above  and  add  postage  as  per 
table.  Canadian  and  foreign  orders 
add  $1.00  to  cover  prices  above. 

Send  orders  to:  En  Femme,  1977 
North  Olden  Avenue,  Suite  205, 
Trenton,  N.J.  08618. 

Postage  & Handling  Charge 
If  order  is  under  $10.00  - $1.00 
$10 . 00-$20 . 00  - $2.00 
$21 . 00-$30 . 00  - $3.00 
$31 . 00-$50 . 00  - '$5.00 
over  $50.00  - $6.00 

Enclosed  is  $ , 

please  send  me  the  following  books: 


Please  send  the  following  books  as 
alternatives  in  the  event  a book  is 
sold  out 


Enclosed  is  $ , 

please  enter  my  subscription  to  En 

Femme  beginning  with  issue  # . 

Subscriptions  are  $30.00  for  6 
issues,  mailed  First  Class  in  Plain 
Envelope.  Canadian  subscriptions 
are  $35.00  for  6 issues  and  foreign 
subscriptions  are  $40.00  for  6 
issues . 

Name 

Address 

City 

State Z ip 


Regular  and  EXOTIC  High  Heels 1 IN  EVEN  HARDER-TO  - FIND  SIZES! 


